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day and all night. She never dried her tears and she never
wished to eat or drink.
The fifteenth day of the eighth month was the Moon Lady's
birthday, but she would not keep it. Her relatives sent presents
but no invitations were sent to them. Only Aunt Wu, Aunt
Yang and the two nuns came. The two nuns had not shared
the money equally and they were not on the best of terms. ^
On the fourteenth, P£n IV and Nun Hsueh went to the
printer's and brought back with them fifteen hundred copies
of the texts. The Lady of the Vase gave him a string of coppers
to buy paper offerings, incense, and candles, and, on the fif-
teenth, he went with Ch'£n Ching-chi to the temple, burned
the paperr offerings and the incense, and distributed the
scriptures. Then he returned and told the Lady of the Vase
what he had done. Every day the Ch'iao family sent old
woman K'ung to see Kuan Ko. They recommended a certain
Dr. Pao of the Imperial College of Medicine, who was a
specialist in children's diseases. When he came he called the
illness by a long name and said that it was hopeless. They gave
him five ch'iens of sihser and dismissed him. Then they tried
to pour some medicine down the baby's throat, but he rejected
it. He closed his eyes, clenched his teeth and made a gurgling
noise. All night through the Lady of the Vase never took off
her clothes. She carried the baby in her arms, crying all the"
time. Hsi-fn6n Ch'ing, except for his duty at the office, never
went out, and, whenever he came back from the office, he went
at once to see his son.
One night at the end of the eighth month the Lady of the
Vase was lying on the bed with Kuan Ko in her arms. A single
lamp was burning on the table and the maids and the nurse
were sound asleep. She looked at the window. The moon-
beams shone through it and she could hear the mournful
sound of the night-watchman. To her sad heart it sounded like
ten thousand knockings; her grief was beyond expression.
The Milky Way is still, is still.
The stars are far, are far away.
The gleaming moon casts her cool beams through the window
And the cold night breeze drives through the door.
On the watch tower the drum beats quickly
e watch and then another.

